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hand seemed to crush lilac bloom in its fingers;
lilac swinging through the sky, while the tops of
the green trees in the Square flamed on the
iridescent air.                    l

She heard Prosper Cards' deep arrogant voice:
' Well, what has little Miss Judith to say?'

Years after, when she looked back and won-
dered at the sudden temper that she showed now
(temper that had immense consequences), it seemed
to her that everything rose together to influence
her. Just as, had Christabel's fan not been on the
table, there would have been no family crisis, so
had there been no warm day, no lilac, no anxiety
for Georges, nay, even no dimples in Carey Rock-
age's cheeks, and, most certainly, no * little Miss
Judith ' from Prosper, why then there would have
been no temper, no such public taking of sides,
binding her, she often afterwards felt, to a whole
lifetime of consequences. * Little Miss Judith '
indeed! There was certainly something in-
sufferable about this Cards family 1

She heard her own voice, rather shrill, not like
her voice at all:

' I think that Christabel had aggravation.
Contempt was shown for her Ball, not too civil in
a guest who had been so kindly entertained.
Christabel should not have slapped her face,
maybe , , . but I would have slapped her. I
would indeed. One's own guest , * . Oh, there
was certainly cause!'

She realised with some satisfaction the surprise
that everyone felt. For a moment she forgot even
Georges, for she was doing what she loved to do,
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